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assured him I had published everything.   Lord-----rather

nervously suggested that I should .tell my impression of
Trotzki. The young man with dangling legs answered for me.
He held forth at some length, telling us of Trotzki's personality
and character. He had never seen him, but he knew. Trotzki,
he said, was a monstrous creature, vindictive by nature,
hideous in appearance and repugnant to women!

I listened, indeed there was no other alternative, and when
the young man had finished on this and several other points I

said good-bye, and Lord-----thanked me so much for coming

and for my interesting information!

It was during the first week of my arrival that the IsHngtons
asked me to a dance. I think it must have been Anne Isling-
ton's sense of mischief that made her do this. I sensed trouble,
and took " Melbourne " on the solemn promise that he would
not leave my side. No sooner did we appear in the ballroom
doorway than some woman whose house I had often stayed in,
exclaimed in a loud voice :

" Oh !   There's the Bolshevik! " and turned her back.

Strangely enough those who had the right to be angry with
me appeared to be least so. I refer to Wolkofi, the Imperial
ex-diplomat, who shook me by the hand, and Natalie Ridley,
the daughter of Benckendorf, late Russian Ambassador. But
strangest of all, a white-faced, sunken-eyed young man kept
following me through the rooms, staring at me with intensity,
and finally asked to be presented. It was the Grand Duke
Dmitri. We sat out several dances, .while for a moment those
who had adopted lofty, high-handed attitudes were grouped
in the doorway straining to see and to listen.

What a curious impression he made upon me, this boy
accomplice of Rasputin's assassin! He was so good looking,
so frail and tired, so princely and yet so simple, so emotional
and exalte, so typically the Russian aristo I How he squirmed
mentally as I answered all his questions with frank descriptions.
How deathly pale his face, and how his long white hands
trembled as he lit a cigarette. All that I toldhimhurt him, but
he wanted to know, and I even had the sensation that he
enjoyed the pain. In that he resembled what I had seen of the